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tic, but his head was as level within as it was

flat behind. He never went near the church

on the mountain.

There was no surface lovemaking during

the first two summers, or in the winter follow-

ing the second summer, when he came over

from Washington on her Wednesday as often

as he could, and they had luncheon and tea

in byway restaurants. They were both fasci-

nated by the game, and they had an infinite

number of things to talk about, for their

minds were really congenial. They disputed

with fire and fury. It was a part of Gisela's

dormant genius to grasp instinctively the

psychology of foreign nations, and before she

had been in the United States a year she un-

derstood it far better '' n Nettelbeck ever

would. Even if he had despised it less he

would have lavished all the resources of his

wit upon a country so different from Ger-

many in every phase that it must necessarily

be negligible save as a future colony of Prus-

sia, if only for the pleasure of seeing Gisela's

long eyes open and flash, the dusky red in

imm n «!


